XII
IN my freshman year at school I became friends with three girls who are my friends to this day. We four lived in various parts of Soho. There was so great a difference between our mothers! One was the wife of a ghetto physician; she was a cultured woman whose nun-like quiet life was spent solitarily amidst the busy women on the crowded streets. The other mother was a woman engaged in business; she struggled for success that she might help her daughter into beautiful surroundings. The third mother, a friend of my own mother's, was full of a surpassing ambition for her daughter; her ambition eventually took her child literally away from the ghetto and placed her in the best musical school in Europe. (Those three mothers were each working for a goal which they understood. Mother was conscious of [97]s. I had [94]king on the life to touch it. One day the [90]eir parents to permit them to graduate from public school, it was preposterous of me to dream of high school. It [85] [83]ll cheerfulness, books, other than
